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If theſe meet with a favourable Reception, 
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The AR GUMENT,. 


755 Rape of Helen by Paris having occaft ſoned the Trojan 
War, Ulyſſes is obliged by the other Grecian Princes, 
Again bis Will, to accompany then to it: In which Ex- 
edition he behaved with ſuch Prudence and Courage, that 

he may juſtly be ſaid to have had the greateſt Share in 
the Deſtruction of Troy. After which the wviforious 
Captains returning home, are diſperſed, and driven about 
by Storms, fo that ſome periſhed, and others wandered 
about many Years, of which laſt Number was Ulyſſes, 
who arrived not at his native Country, until ten Years 


after the Taking of Troy. In the mean Time his Wife Pe- 
nelope, ignorant where be was detained, and ſolicitous about 
his Return, writes to him the following Epiſile to  baſten it, 


O UR Confort grieves at ſlow Ulyſſes Stay, 

No Anſwer ſend, but haſte yourſelf away: 

cur of the Grecian Dames, proud Tzor's laid low, 

How dear the Purchaſe of it's Overthrow! 

Wou'd, when to Sparta Paris urg'd his Way, 

Th' adult'rous Wretch had periſh'd in the Sea þ 
1 . Chill'd 
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Child in a lonely Bed then Id ne'er lain, 
Nor of the tedious Hours ſhou'd I complain; 
Nor wou'd, till tir d, my widow'd Hands have wove, 
Whilſt to beguile the long dull Night I ſtrove. 
Dancsss ſtill greater fear'd I than they were, 
For Love is ever full of anxious Fear. 
Fierce Trojars you t aſſault, I fancy'd, came, 
Turn d always pale as Death at Hector's Na we. 
When told Antilochus fell by his Spear, 
Autilochuss Death increas'd my Fear ; 


nl 


And when Patroclus in falſe Arms was ſlain, 

1 wept that e er your Arts cou'd prove in vain. 
Tlepolemus when great Sarpedon ſlew, 

Tlepolemus renew d my Care for you. 

Of any Grecians Death when told by Fame, 

:Colder than Ice ſtraight my fond Breaſt became: 
But Heay'a to our chaſte Love has had Regard, 
Toy lies in Aſhes, and my Husband's ſpar d. 
The Greek Chiefs are return d, the Altars ſmoke, 
And all with barb'rqus Spoils the Gods invoke. 
For her ſafe Lord Gifts brings each grateſul Dame, 
And her Lord tells her how they Tor O ercame. 


Old 
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Old Men and trembling Maids with Wonder hear, 


Wives their Lord's Tale attend with liſt' ning Ear. 


Fights on their Tables drawn ſome ſhew with Joy, 


And with a little Wine delineate Tor ; 

Here's the $;geian Land, here Simois Flood, 
Here hoary Priams lofty Palace ſtood, 
There pitch'd Achilles, and Ulyſſes there, 
Hefor's torn Coarſe the Horſes frighten'd here. 
Sent to ſeek you, your Son from Veftor heard 
All your Exploits, and all to me declar'd. 

He told how Rheſus and how Dolon died, 

That while he ſlept, and this by Fraud deſtroy d. 
Of us O too forgetful | you durſt go 


By Night to Rheſus Camp taſſault the Foe : 


With Aid of one what Numbers ſlaughter'd be? 
You was more cautious once, and thought of me. 
Fear ſeiz d my Breaſt, till told you Conqu ror were, 
And to your Camp the Thracian Horſes bare. 

Bur what avails it me that Tzor's o'erthrown ? 


Or where her Walls once flouriſh'd, Fields are ſown ? 


It I the ſame, as when it ſtood remain, 
And nc'er muſt ſee my Husband's Face again ? 


To 
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Fo others fall'n, to me alone Troy ſtands, 

Tho! captive Oxen plough it's new-made Lands, 
Wheat now is reap'd, where once Taov's City ſtood, 
The fruitful Land enrich'd with Trojan Blood. 
Half-buried Bones up by the Ploughs are torn, 
And ruin'd Houſes cover d by the Corn. 

Bur you, tho' Victor, your Return delay, 
Nor know I why, or where, you cruel ſtay. 
Whoe er in foreign Ships touch at our Shore, 

What News of you I ask them o'er and oer: 

Letters from me all, ere they go, receive, 

Which they, ſhould they ſee you, to you may give. 

[ ſent to Pylos hoary Veftor's Court, 

Nought was from Pylos brought but vain Report: : 

I ſent to S parta, nor cou'd Sparta tell, 

Where tis you loiter, in what Land you dwell. 

'Twere better Troy ſtill ſtood : I now recal 

The Pray'rs I fickle made, that it might fall! 

War my ſole Dread, then where you fought Id known, 

Nor ſhou'd I only then have Cauſe to moan. ; 

What 1 know not, yet all Things mad I fear, 

And a wide Field lies open to my Care, : | 
5 : 5 Whatever 


1% 4 
Whatever Dangers are by Land or Sea, 
I fear may be the Cauſe of your Delay. 
Then doubt I, fimply muſing, ſome new Flame 
Has made you Captive to a Foreign Dame: 
How plain your Wife perhaps too you impart, 
Unskill'd in all except the Houſewife's Art. 


But may this Charge, and may my Fears be vain 4 


Nor you your Will, if you cou'd come, detain |. 
Mr Sire Icarius bids me quit each Day 

My widow d Bed, and chides at my Delay gk 

But let him chide, I'm your Penelope, 

And till I die Ulyſſes Wife will be. 


But my chaſte Love and Pray'rs have'mov'd his Breaſt, 


That he at laſt relenting gives me Reſt. 
Dulichians, Samians, a luxurious Crew, 

Me likewiſe Natives of Zacyntbus wooe ; 

They lord it in your Hall without Controul, 

Laviſh your Subſtance, and conſume the Whole. by 

Of Polybus, Piſander, Medon's Fame, 

Why ſhou'd I ſpeak ? Or why Antinous name, 

Eurymachus, and others, all ſuſtain'd 

By what your Labour and your Blood has gain'd ? 
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Shepherd Melanthius, Beggar Irus too 
| In your Diſgrace unite, and plunder you. 
We are but three, a helpleſs Woman I, 


Laertes old, Telemachus 4 Boy 2 | 


And he by Treachery was almoſt loft, 
Whilſt he againſt mur Wills to Py/os croſt. 


Gods grant the Fates may have their uſual Courſe, 


That he may cloſe my dying Eyes and yours: 
In this your aged Nurſe and Cowherd join, 


The faithful Hogherd adds his Pray'rs to mine. 
Laertes, now diſabled for the Fight, 


Cannot among your Foes maintain your Right. 
May your Son live] Time will his Strength advance, 
But his weak Youth ftill lacks his Sire's Defence. 


To drive your Foes. from hence I Succour need, | 


Come you, our only: Safeguard, come with Speed. 


You have a Son, may Heav'n preſerve him long [.- 


Whom you ſhould teach his Father's Arts while de | 


That you may cloſe Laertes Eyes, make haſte, 


For he expects each Da) will prove his laſt. 


Me a mere Girl, when firſt you went away, 


Ve ou V find grown old and wrinkled by your Stay. | 
Ph . ; 


. 
Phyllis to Demophoon. 


Demophoon, zhe Son of Theſeus and Phadra, returning 


| home from the Trojan War, was by a Storm driven into 
Thrace, where he was kindly entertain'd by, and married 
zo Phyllis {Daughter of Lyeurgus and Cruſtumena) who 
then reign d over Thrace. Yhen he had ſtay d ſome Time 
with her, hearing of the Death vf Mneſtheus, {who had 
ſeis'd the Kingdom after his Father Theſeus was expell d 
from Athens) and captivated with the Defire of a Throne, 
be promis'd Phyllis St he would return in a Month, and 
under Pretence of ſettling his Affairs, ſaid to Athens, 
but thought not of his Return. When four Months were 
paſs'd, Phyllis writes to him this Epiſtle, in which ſhe per- 
ſuades him, that mindful of the Benefits he had receiv'd, 
and to keep his Promiſe, be would perfift in his Fidelity 0 
her, which if he ſhould neglect, ſhe threatens ſhe will re- 
venge her violated Chaſtity by a cruel Death. + 


HY LLIS, your Thracian Hoſteſs, muſt complain, 
Your Time expir'd, ſtill abſent you remain. 

Soon as the Moon had once perform'd her Courſe, 

Your Ship, you faid, again ſhould reach our Shores. 


Four Times ſhe as loſt, four Times her Light renew'd, 
Nor Ship from Athens, on our Sea is view'd, 
| Ten 
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Tell but the Hours, each Minute Lovers tell, 


Judge if too ſoon I my Complaints reveal. 
Long hop'd I, flow, what's dreaded, we believe, 


But now, much as T love, I Faith muſt give. 


Oft to deceive myfelf for you I ſtrove, 
Ot thought your Ship back by the Wind was drr. 
Theſens curs d, Author of your Delay, 


And yet perhaps he has not caus'd your Stay, 


Sometimes I fear d, as Hebrus' Shoals you croſt, 


Your Shj pwreck d Veſſel 1 in the Waves was loſt. 


Oft at their Altars in a ſuppliant Dreſs, 


T've pray'd the Gods, perfidious, you to bleſs : 


_ Off ſaid, when fair the Wind, and th Ocean ſtill, 


He ll ome, if he's alive, I know he will.” 


Love found out ev'ry Cauſe which might delay, 


Texercisd my Wit t' excuſe your Stay: 


And ftill you're abſent, nor your Oaths can move, 
Nor yet return you, mindful of your Love. 


Your Vows and Sails are both born off in Air, 
For theſe return not, and thoſe faithleſs are. 

Waar have I done, but lov'd you too, too well? 
My very Faults your Obligations tel}. 
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My only Crime is entertaining you, 


That Crime declares how much to me is due. 

Where's now your plighted Faith? your Promiſe giv'n ? 

The Gods tatteſt your Falſhood call'd from Heay'n ? 

Th' eternal Love you ſwore ? where's Hymen now ? 

The Pledge and Witneſs of your Marriage Vow ? 

By the rough Sea you oft” had croſs d before, 

And was to croſs again, all this you ſwore; 

By Meptune likewiſe (this unleſs you feign) 

Your Grandſire, who mad the boiſt rous Main; 
By Venus and by Cupid's fatal Dart, 

The Bow, the Flames which quite have pierc od my y Heart 7 
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By Juno, Goddeſs of the bridal Bed, 
And by the ſacred Rites to Ceres paid. 
Shou'd th' injur d Gods all venge their Deities, 
Alone you'll not for Puniſhment ſuffice. 

I frantic too repair'd your ſhatter'd Fleet, 
Made all, as 'twere to aid your Flight, compleatz . * 
Sailors ſupply'd, that you might me deſert, 
By my own Weapons wounded is my Heart. 

Your many flatt ring Speeches, and your Race 
Believ'd I, which from Gods you feign to trace; 

D-- Believ d 
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Believ d your Tears, can they diſſemble too ? 
Ves, they are ſkill'd,, as you command to flow : 
Beliey'd your Oaths; why have you thus contriv d 
80 many Arts, when one had me deceiv'd ? 

That I reliev'd your Wants, I don't repent, 
Or you receiv'd, thus far my Duty went; 
I'm griev'd I ſhou'd till greater Favours add, 
And make you Partner of my bridal Bed. 
Wou'd that the Night before had been my laſt 

Phyllis wou d then have died, as ſhe liv'd, chaſte. 
What I thought 1 deſerv d. I hop'd: you true, 
gure Hope may be indulg'd, where much is due. 
Tas eaſy thus to cheat a cred lous Maid, 
guch Weakneſs ſhou'd be pitied, not betray'd.. 
That. you've deceiv'd a love-ſick Woman tell, 
May no Exploit of yours this e'er excel! 
May you be midſt your Race at Aabens plac'd;. 
Behind y our Sire with all his Titles grac d; 
While they of Scyron and Procruftes tell, | 
How Finis and the Cretan Monſter fell; 
That Thebes was conquer d, and the Centazrs flain,. 
And that he trod grim Pheto's dreary Reign; 


EN 
hee this Inſcription on your Statue read, 
Here's he whoſe Wiles deceiv d a loving Maid.” 

Deſerted Ariadne this one Feat 

Of all Sire's brave Deeds you imitate; 

You th' only Deed, he needs excuſe, admire, 

Heir only to the Treach'ry of you r Sire. 

A mightier Husband ſhe (nor envy 1 

Has wed, is drawn by Tygers plac d on high: 

But lighted Thraciens fly from my Embrace, . | 5 

Cauſe I preferr'd a Stranger to our — | -B 
«: Let her to learned Athens croſs the Main, 
« O'er warlike Thrace, . they cry, let others reign.” 

The End crowns Actions; may he ne'er ſucceed, 

Who from th Event pronounces of the Deed ! | 

Shou d your Oars beat again the Thracian Flood, 

They day, I fought my own, my People's Good :: _- 

Yet neither fought I; you my Crown difdain, 


5 Nor el er will bathe in Thracia's Streams again. | 


I fancy Pſtill ſee you ſetting out, 
Your Ships were in my Port all tack'd about; 
You preſs d my Neck to yours with ſtrait Embrace,. 
With long cloſe. Kiſſes dwelt upon my Face; 
Mingled 
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Mingled your Tears with mine, and griev d to find 

= Your Sails were favour'd- with a proſp' rous Wind; 
| Theſe the laſt Words you parting ſaid to me, 

« Phyllis, Demopboon ſoon expect to ſee.” _ 
Expect I may you, who'll ne'er ſee me more, | 5 | 
Expect I may your Ship deny'd my Shore: ; . _ 5 
Vet I expect; come to my Arms, tho ſlow, 

Then only by Delay you'll break your Vow, | 
What aſk 1, Wretcl:? Perhaps ſome other Dame 
I ; |  Detains you, thoughtleſs of your former Flame : 


_— 


Perhaps you've quite forgot your Phyllis too; 5 
Ah] ſhou d you aſk, whence Phyllis is, and who! . \ 
'You from your-Wrand'rings kindly who receiv'd - | 


In Thracia's Ports, and all your Wants reliev'd ; 
Who with my Wealth increas d your ſlender Store, 
To whom much gave I, ſhou'd have given more; 
Who gave you oer Lycurgus Realm Command, | 
Scarce to be govern'd by a Woman's Hand; .. | . 
From Rhodope to Hæmus it extends, | 
And where his Wand rings ſacred Hebrus YM 
You, Fate adverſe, my Virgin Famie deſtroy 9. 
And my chaſte Zone your faithleſs Hand untied; 


Pride-maid 
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| Bride-maid Tifphone howld near the Bed, 

And Screech-Owls' diſmal Notes fill'd me with Dread ; 
| Alefto came, Snakes wreath'd her horrid Hair, 
And a Torch fraught with Flames ſepulchral bare. 

On Rocks I penſive roam, and on the Shore, 
1 Fear as they can my Eyes the Seas explore. 
By Day I look, and in cold Midnight Air, 
If &er the Wind for your. Return is fair; 
And when a diſtant coming Sail I view, 
I truſt the Gods are kind, and ſend me you-; 
Run to the Shore, ruſh almoſt in the Main, 
\ Ihe rolling Waves my Ardour ſcarce reſtrain : 2 
As it draws near, I falter more and more, 
And my Maids bear me fainting from the Shore. 
There lies a Haven, gradally arch'd round, 
And its two Sides huge craggy Mountains bound; 
Tve thought to caſt myſelf hence in the Main, 
Will yet, as you your Treach' ry ſtill retain. 
May to your Shore the Waves my Bod y bear, 
Before your Eyes unburied yl appear; 5 
Than Flint, Ir'n, or yourſelſ tho harder you, 
% Ppyllis, you'll fay, I'd not be follow'd fo.” 
8 M,yſelf 


M.!vyſelf to poiſon oltimes 1 | end; been 
; Of chat the Sword ſhall all my Sorrows dend. 

My Neck, cauſe it your faithleſs Arms 3 d, 

I purpoſe ſhall be with a Halter grac t. it: 
Wich Death Il expiate ſoon my injur d kame, | 

ERẽſoly d to die, each Death's to me the ſame. 

My Tomb ſhall you the cruel Cauſe rehearſe, | 

And brand your Name in this or ſome ſuch Verſe; 

| « Fond Phyllis Demophion her Gueſt deſtroy' d, 

1 “He gave the _ by her own Hand ſhe died.” 
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